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rence, remarked that all Mongols have an almost
ridiculous fear of death and everything connected
with it. This seemed the more curious as every
step you take in their capital reminds you of it.
Ourga might justly be called " a dead city," so grim
and weird are the customs of its strange, uncanny
population.

We sighted the Tola at about nine o'clock on the
morning of the 31st of August, and must have
passed at least a dozen caravans of fifty or sixty
camels each, before we reached its banks, from the
time we started, about six a.m. The reports we
got as to the state of the river were not encourag-
ing. Heavy rains had made the ford impassable,
and all traffic was now being carried on by means
of the ferry, some five miles lower down the stream.
It was not reassuring either to hear that this
ramshackle contrivance had broken down twice
within the last twenty-four hours, precipitating three
bullock-carts and two men (one of whom was
drowned) into the water. However, we made up
our minds for the worst, and, hoping for the best,
gave ourselves up to enjoyment of the really beauti-
ful scenery we were passing through.

One might have been in the most picturesque
parts of Switzerland or the Tyrol. A broad,
gravelly road runs from here right into Ourga, and
along this a continual stream of caravans, inward
and outward bound, was hurrying. The whole
plain was alive with movement, and the bright sun-
shine, gay dresses of Mongol horsemen, and tink-
ling of caravan bells, gave an air of gaiety to the
scene, welcome enough after twenty-three days of